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mind whether they were frightened or dangerous.
They got out of the way quickly, that was the main
point.

He was conscious of a vast dislike of this strange
country. He had, of course, been there before, on the
Grand Tour. But then he had been a boy and he
had taken things for granted.

It went on and on. They read, dozed, chatted, and
periodically got out and walked to stretch their legs.
Every morning Willy had to be dragged out of bed,
vile as the beds invariably were. Any bed was better
than getting up, in Willy's sight.

Miles of marshy desolate plain, uncultivated, with-
out beauty or dignity. Then, at length, Lake Peipus
in the dawn, a dreary sandy-shored inland sea, with
a few fishermen's huts clustered at the edge. A white
eagle dropped down in leisurely fashion to watch them
pass.

Finally, thankfully, they reached the Petersburg
Gate.

A new crop of difficulties, however, instantly sprang
to attention. There were tracasseries with the returning
Ambassador, whose recall had not been to his liking;
there was the trouble of selecting a suitable house
from among all the large, cold, costly and uncomfort-
able palaces offered; there were presentations, audiences,
introductions; above all, there was the novel burden
of "business".

Norton had never accustomed himself to " business ".
That sort of thing, in his world, one usually left to
one's "man of business", unless one happened to be
good at making calculations and arrangements and all
the various component parts of "business". Now, at
last, he had to plan for himself and, more than that,